8                   THE    HAPPY    ISLES

The fairy-tales of Sweden are full of Strange, old-
fashioned beliefs held by the peasants. The woods
and hills were thought to be the home of sprites
and goblins, and the utmost care had to be taken
left the traveller, even though only a young boy or
girl, should fall into their power. They would lead
the wanderer into ever deeper and more gloomy
forests, until he came to an enchanted garden. Seated
on a grassy bank among lovely flowers, he would be
fed with the moSt enticing fruits until sleep overcame
him. Then, in the darkest hour of night, the sprites
and the garden would vanish and the poor, tricked
wanderer would find himself sinking in some foul
marsh or caught upon some dangerous mountain
precipice.

cTake in your hand one of Mary's flowers/ the
peasants would say to the child sent on a journey,
'and you will be safe from the wiles of the mountain-
sprites/ Two things the sprites hated, a flower of
Mary and the sound of church bells. And so
when Christianity came to Sweden, it was safe
to dwell and to travel within the sound of 'holy
bells.'

But there were dangers more real than those of
sprites. Ancient laws of Sweden, long since repealed
by later kings, are enough to prove that the school-
boys of Falun would need to tread the darker woods
with caution. These laws tell the true Story of what